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of blood on the pillow (my own good blood) : I was
streaked with crimson, itched at neck and wrist, felt irrit-
able,, unclean, hysterical : I switched on the electric light
and saw another, and another, and another troop of
vermin : I swore that I would stay no longer than was
absolutely necessary in this room that stank with their
slaughter.

During the daytime Themistocle avoided being bitten
in a simple way : the ends of his drawers were provided
with tapes tied close above the ankles : excited throngs
of insects used to explore his elastic-sided boots, but were
baulked of a closer contact. This was all very well when
clothed, but what did he do at night ? Perhaps he never
undressed.

Themistocle was a queer creature, and I did not entirely
trust him. When he visited us next morning before going
to his work in the restaurant, he talked about the risks he
ran in keeping us, and the cost of living in Constantinople.

" Everyone is starving," he said, " even the policemen
go hungry for bribes. A friend of mine, a policeman, said
to me the other day, c For the love of Allah find some-
thing for me to do. Among your acquaintances you can
surely find a sinner ? Then I could arrest him and we
would share the proceeds.5 "

" What did you say to that ? " I asked.

" I said that I would do my best."

" But what sort of man would you find ? "

" Any sort. A drunkard, perhaps, if I saw one, or a
rich man, if I dared."

" Rich men are apt to be dangerous ! **

" I know. But what can one do ? One must live ! "

w And let live/* I answered.

" I have children to feed," said Themistocte,